8 4* The Tragedy of Othello 

€ ”*• But now my Lord. 

0 *^* It is the very error of the Moone, 

Snc conies more neerc the earth then flic was wont, j 

And makes men mad. 

Em. Cafsio my Lord has kil'd a young Venetian , 
Cal’d Roderigo. 

Oth, Roderigo kild,and Cafsio kild? 

Em. No, Cafsio is not kild. 

Oth, Not Cafsio kild ? theu murder’s out of tune. 
And fweet reuenge growes harfli. 

E>ef. O falfly,fal(ly murdered. 

Em. Ahlas,what cry is that ? 

Oth . That, what? 

Em. Out and alas,ic was my Ladies voyce, 
Helpe,helpe,hohck>e,0 Lady fpeake againe. 

Sweet Defdemona, O fweet miftreflfe fpeake. 

Def. Aguiltleifedeathldie. 

Em. O who has dotiethis deed ? 

Def. Nobody, I my felfe, farewells 
Commend me to my kinde Lord,© farewell, jhe diet . 

Oth. Why how (h Quid (he be murdered ? 

Em. Alas, who knowes ? 

Oth. You heard her fay, her fclfe,it was not I. 

Em . She fayd fo,I muft needs report a truth. 

Oth. She’s like alyer gone to burning hell, 

T’was I that kild hcr^ ‘ j .. .t?rr 

Em. ©,the more Angell Ihe, 

And you the blacker deuill. 

Oth. She turn’d to folly, and flie was a whore. 

Em Thou doeft bely her and thou art a deuill. 

Oth . She was falfe as water. 

€m. Thou art ralh as fire. 

To fay that (he was falfe : O (he was heaucnly true. 

Oth, Cafio did top her, aske thy husband elfe, 

O I were damn’d beneath all depth in hell, 

But that I did proceed vpon iuft grounds 
To this extremity, thyhtisband knew it all. 

Em. My husband : 
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Oth. Thy husband. 

Em. That Ihe was falfe to wedlocke ? 

Oth. I,with Cafsio : nay, had flic bin true. 

If heauen would make me fuch another world. 

Of one intire and perfect Crifolite, 

I'de not haue fold her for it. 

Em. My husband? 

Oth. I, twas he that told me firft ; 

An honeft man he island hates the flime 
That ftickes on filthy deedes. 

Em. My husband? 

O th. What needs this iteration? woman,! fay thy husband. 

Em. Oh Miftrcs,villany hath made naockes with louc : 

My husband fay that flic was falfe ? 

Oth. He woman,I fay thy husband ; doft rnderftand the word? 
My friend, thy husband, honeft,honeft/<ij0. 

Em. If he fay fo,may his pernicious foule 
Rot halfe a graine a day ; he lies to’ch heart. 

She was too fond of her raoft filthy bargaine. 

Oth. Ha? 

£m. Doe thy worft j 

This deed of thine is no more worthy heauen. 

Then thou waft worthy her. 

Oth. Peace,you were beft. 

Em. Thou haft not halfe the power to doe me harme 
As I haue to be hurt : O guil ,0 dolt. 

As ignorant as durt j thou haft done a deed — 

I care not for thy fword.Ile make thee know, 

Tho I loft twenty liues : helpe,helpe ,0 helpc ; 

The Moore has kild my Miftreflc, murder, murder. 



QintYS* 

Mon. What i* the matter ? how now Generali ? 
Em 0,are you come Iago ? you haue done well, 
ih.it men mull lay their murder on your neck. 

Gra. What is the matter? 

£m. Difproouethis villaine, ifthou bee’fta man ; 
fie fay cs thou coldft him that hisWife was falfe 5 
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